SUNDAY MORNINGS

But a miracle had been revealed to me, the
incalculable, the amazing beauty which could
exist in the sound of verses. My prosodical
instinct was awakened, quite suddenly that
dim evening, as my Father and I sat alone in
the breakfast-room after tea, serenely accepting
the hour, for once, with no idea of exhortation
or profit. Verse, " a breeze mid blossoms
playing/' as Coleridge says, descended from
the roses as a moth might have done, and the
magic of it took hold of my heart for ever. I
persuaded my Father, who was a little as-
tonished at my insistence to repeat the lines
over and over again. At last my brain caught
them, and as I walked in Benny's garden, or
as I hung over the tidal pools at the edge of
the sea, all my inner being used to ring out
with the sound of

Formosam resonare doces Amaryllida silvas.

There was affection on both sides, but war was
inevitable. That dreadful and touching strife is
described with utter realism yet great sensitive-
ness in Father and Son, Edmund Gosse's master-
piece. The early fight against an ugly and cruel
religion and a strong bigoted father left permanent
marks on him. All alone, young and ignorant,
he had to wage war to preserve his independence,
his right to lead his own life and seek those worlds
of beauty and amenity, glimpses of which can be
concealed from no child fit to receive them.

The conflict steeled his will. When he was
young he looked middle-aged; when he was old
he still looked middle-aged; it was as though
the mere will were preserving the agility of his
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